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the truck’s scarred rear. He cursed under his breath and checked on 
Lea. Still asleep. In his rearview mirror he could see the station’s 
convenience store, where the truck’s driver presumably was. No one 
came.	He	reversed	as	gently	as	his	foot	allowed,	then	exited	the	car.	







its ashes, and stared with bloodshot eyes.
 “I saw you hit my car,” the man said, pointing to the truck. 
“Were	you	just	gonna	leave?	That’s	illegal,	you	know.	That’s	a	
fuckin’	crime.”
 “I don’t think I hit you,” he said, seeing that the man stood 
half	a	foot	taller	than	himself.
 The man pinched his cigarette again and waved it toward his 
truck.	“I	said	I	saw	you.	Didn’t	call	the	police,	or	write	a	note.	You	























scraping its corner. Another truck pulled into the station. The man yelled at it 
and pointed to the Focus, which sped out onto the highway as Lea cried.
